repeating, "I try to think you're my little bride/' That
greasy pretence of sentiment I found more repulsive
even than the most hungry caresses. And the men
who professed it expected not only that I should be
grateful but that I should leap to return their feelings,
I hardly met a client who was capable of taking what
he had come for as a matter of fact and then going.
If thejr were not sentimental they were sanctimonious*
The first clergyman I brought back, his overcoat hastily
turned up to hide his dog collar, tried to convert me
with one hand while he made love to me with the other*
The second, pushing two pounds across the chest of
drawers to me, begged me to go to church next day.
Yet I don't know whether I didn't prefer them to the
men who tried to raise themselves in their self-esteem
by repeating> to themselves and to me, that I was a
tart quite out of the ordinary. There was the business
man who took me to the Cecil for the night, left in
the morning for his office and sent back three pounds
ten to the room by special messenger. "If you'd been
a common whore I'd have given you half/9 said the
note that accompanied the money. For all their
money, I felt superior to those men. They had no
emotions, only glands.
Street-walkers, I learned much later, define men
by their vices. "I had a very good week this week/*
you will hear a strident street-corner voice tell a half-
circle of friends. "This afternoon I had my high-heel
man. Then last night I had a button-boot man.
Or it will be an appraisal: "He's a very nice man, but
he's odd, he likes to be dressed up in a nurse's uniform/*